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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
l'm putting this back up because it appears there's now an actual audience for slashfic of the Cars, which 


delights me. This is very much unfinished, just a couple smutty Belliot scenes. 


They found themselves in this situation more often than they'd like. 


The first night was after a show. Shows provoked a bit of intensity that manifested sexually--the energy they 
got performing onstage resulted in a bodily "high" that they couldn't exactly shake just by settling down. Hence 
their tendency to hang around the backstage areas, where plenty of women congregated, and hope that they 
could release their tension accordingly. They'd often had quite a bit of liquor, too, so it was easier to charm 


the ladies. 


And then one night in a tailspin of frustrated lust, the night conspicuously devoid of female companionship, 
something happened. Elliot was lying down, facing the wall--he did that sometimes, Ben knew, when he'd had his 
ego wounded. The alcohol compounded it. He wasn't crying or anything, just blank. Ben felt like he should help 
him, so he bent down and lay next to him. He wasn't really sure what he was doing. Maybe it might make Elliot 


laugh. 
Elliot rolled over to face him. "Ben?" 
"Yeah?" 

"What are you doing?" 


A silence filled his head. Seconds ticked on by as he tried to think of an answer. "l--you just seem, | dunno, 


depressed or something.” 
"Sfine." Elliot shook his head. 


"No, | mean" Ben cleared his throat and restarted. "Probably something wrong if you're lying down facing a wall. 


Thought | would be sympathy." 
"Sfine," Elliot said, a bit sterner this time. But he cracked. "| dunno, man, chicks'ont want me." 
"What?" 


Elliot sighed and rolled on his back, staring at the ceiling. "| had this girl, tonight, and like, | thought | mighta 
acted too crazy around her or something. | get real high when I'm drunk, so | can say anything, and usually 


people like it, but her, | guess." 
"What'd you say to her?" 


"I think | was telling her this story, ‘bout how I'd stripped naked one time and rode a bucking bronco for a full 
minute before they kicked me out." 


‘ls that true?" Ben crossed his legs--the instinctual reaction to that image was not something he wanted, 


especially not on a night like this. 


"Yeah," said Elliot, smiling a bit. "It was fun at the time. But she was all ‘ew, no wonder you got kicked out, 
that's gross’ And whenever | tried to talk to her after that, she would just kinda ignore me, and that's it" 


They lay there silently for a few seconds. 


"Aw, lm sorry, man," Ben replied finally, reaching out and placing his hand on Elliot's chest. Which pulled Elliot's 
gaze directly downward, to the hand there, rising and falling with the motion of his breathing. 


Ben thought he could feel several things in that moment. The warmth of his breath; the shirt, slightly damp, 
twisting up in his hand; then underneath, skin, soft chest hair, and Elliot's heartbeat, fast and insistent. Ben 


couldn't tell whether his moves were comforting Elliot any, but Elliot didn't seem to mind, at least; he was 


content to just let Ben explore, trace shapes across the surface of his skin, and sigh. 


When his eye happened to drift toward Elliot's jeans, Ben stopped. Elliot was hard. How long had he been hiding 
that? No, wait, how long had Ben not seen that? Was it because of that girl? Or him? Had Elliot seen him see? 
Christ, why was he hard too? The stage? The stage, Ben decided quickly. Otherwise his tentative half-thoughts 


would spiral out into freakish full ones that he wasn't prepared to confront. 


He met Elliot's eyes. Elliot was looking at him anxiously, biting his lip and blinking. Then he took Ben's hand and 
moved it down to his crotch. He wasn't prepared to do any more, apparently, but Ben understood. It was hard, 


asking for what you wanted sometimes. 


Ben failed to undo Elliotts belt, drunk as he was, so he settled for stroking him through the thick denim. At the 
same time, he was thinking of how inconvenient it was. His wrist was beginning to tire, tilted at such an odd 


angle, and his own problem wasn't getting any easier. Furthermore, Elliot wasn't reacting much, just a flinch 


here and there. If he wanted to get off--if both wanted to get off--they needed to take a different approach. 


He shifted positions so that he was nearly on top of Elliot, their hips aligned, and pressed down. Immediately, 
Elliot seized up, his mouth slightly open as he gave into the sensation It didn't take long for both of them to 


come this way, even with their jeans on--Elliot soon buckled underneath him and let out a low whistle, smiling. 


After the feeling had subsided, reality appeared again, one detail at a time. First, tactile sensations: he was still 
grasping Elliot's wrists, feeling how slim they were. Next, he saw the distended collar of Elliot's shirt, jagged 
and pulled to the side from where Ben had first gone for it. Then finally the fact that fuck, he was on fop of 
the guitarist of the Cars and he'd--they'd had sex, hadn't they? Was that even sex? No, they were just-- 
helping each other, as they normally did. With their sexual needs. They'd helped each other countless times 
with personal problems, wardrobe mishaps, projects, guitar lines, all sorts of things. It--it wasn't that big of a 


deal, they hadn't even gotten their clothes off or anything. And his jeans--were they ruined? They were 
pretty expensive. 


Elliot was still grinning. He didn't seem worried at all. He seemed perfectly content to just sit there, gazing up 
at Ben like he'd saved his life. His hair was in his eyes and his lips looked raw and red, probably from all the 
biting, but somehow, it worked for him. 


Ben tumbled off of him, finally, and made a great effort to heave himself off the floor, then turned and 
presented his arm. Elliot took it gratefully, and the two stood and stared at each other. They both had trouble 


remaining on their feet. 


"Thanks," Elliot said, looking into his eyes. Somehow Elliot's gaze was stone-cold even if his feet weren't. It sent 


a chilly tendril up the back of Ben's neck that bloomed until it covered his head. 
"Anytime," Ben replied. 


Then, realizing what he'd just said, he ran for it. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Second verse, same as the first. Another smutty vignette. 


As it turned out, that first experience was a bit..atypical. Rules emerged over the course of many interactions, 
but in fact it was their second encounter that was most awkward, as they had to acknowledge that now it was 
part of a pattern. Ben was sitting on a couch backstage after a show, drinking from a carton of milk to cool 
himself down. Elliot came in with a bottle of beer and sat down beside him, swinging his legs. 


"Hey." 


Ben put aside the milk. "Yes?" It came out a little bit harsher than expected--he wasn't sure if he wanted 
company tonight. 


"How's it going?" 
"Eh." 


"Were you drinking milk?" Elliot leaned over, crossing Ben's body as he did so, and grabbed the carton "This 


doesn't contain any alcohol, you know." 


"What makes you think | wanna get wasted?" He knew he was being touchy, but the more Elliot hung around, 
the less Ben wanted him there. 


"Not wasted. Just drunk. Gotta practice moderation" 
"Sure." 
"Ben, are you OK?" 


Ben sat up and gazed forward. He felt OK, maybe. A bit overheated, a bit antsy. But he had no words. 


Something was there, so overwhelmingly there, sitting in his mind, but his mouth couldn't form it. 


He pushed himself off the couch and stepped away. Before he could get anywhere, though, he felt a sharp pull 
on his belt. He jerked around. 


‘lm sorry, | know l'm being annoying," Elliot was saying as he gestured for Ben to come back. "It's fine, if you 


don't wanna talk. We can just sit here. | don't wanna be alone, is all." 


Ben took Elliot at his word and didn't say anything for a good five minutes. He inspected the entirety of the 
room, letting his mind fill up with the things he observed. The paint was peeling off one of the walls. In the 
corner, a few sandwiches were sitting untouched. Someone's clothes were lying on the floor. Elliot cracked each 
of his knuckles systematically, so that every once in a while there was a slight pop. Then he lay back and 
sighed. 

"Do you actually enjoy doing that?" Ben asked. 


"What, cracking my knuckles? My hands don't feel the same without it. Its how I'm able to get such nimble 


fingers." 

He grinned, and then repositioned himself on the couch so that his body was more open to Ben's, attaining an 
air of seriousness. "Seriously, if you wanna talk.| mean | can't promise that I'll give any good advice or anything, 
but I'm here." 

"| dunno what to say, to be honest." 

He really didn't. What exactly was he going to say? Things were bothering him more than usual? He was feeling 
edgy? His whole body was still hot from the show? He wanted Elliot to leave so that he could go jerk off and 
fall asleep? Too many questions were infiltrating his head again. 

"| can leave, if you want," Elliot said quietly. 

"No--no--it's fine." Ben put his hand on Elliot's shoulder. "I just--tonight's been kinda weird" 

"Yeah?" 

‘lm on edge, y'know. | need to get it out somehow. 

"Why?" 

"Don't know. Always happens after shows, for some reason" 

"I'd think you'd be excited after a show's over, right?" 


"Well yeah, excited, but not in a good way." And there he stopped--he was about to reveal way too much. 


Elliot shrugged, leaning back. "Not exactly sure what you're talking about, but | think you need to forget about 
it all. Have a drink" 


Ben shook his head. 


‘lm telling you, itll be worth it. Might help you open up. I'm already a little buzzed, so." 


"| figured." 
Ben said little after that, though, because when Elliot tipped back, his shirt rode up and the trail of hair Ben 
saw leading down into his jeans made him feel like maybe getting drunk was a good idea after all. Get a heady 


blaze going. He peeked over at Elliot's half-empty beer bottle. 


"Oh, actually? You want? This stuffs pretty strong. Here." He tilted the bottle towards Ben's nose--it smelled 
like alcohol, all right. 


"Yeah, okay. | do." Grabbing the bottle, Ben drank most of what was left. Already the room was beginning to 
blur. 


"Whoa, slow down there, buddy. 


"lm taking your suggestion" Ben looked at him slowly, aggressively, the bottle still in his hand. To his surprise, 
Elliot matched his gaze. He shifted, sitting up on his knees, the shirt falling back into place. Good. 


"You wanna know something crazy | did?" 
Elliot scooted even closer to him, letting his head dip low as he leaned in. 
"Okay so, the other night, | got real drunk, like real, real drunk Like out of my mind drunk" He coaxed the 


bottle from Ben and gulped a bit down, then continued. "Me and Greg were playing drunk football and he got the 
idea to use this bowling ball we had lying around. And lemme tell you, that boy has some aim." 


"Uh-huh..." 
"| didn't catch it. Hit me right in the chest. | got this bruise from it, wanna see?" 


He didn’t, but Elliot was going to show him anyway. He fidgeted and wrangled and tugged at his shirt until there 


were four buttons undone, pointing to an area that was indiscernable amidst the mass of chest hair. 
"| can't see it," Ben said. 
‘Its there." Elliot looked down. "Oh. Think it might be covered by--y'know-—all this." 


Ben tilted his head, trying to figure out what Elliot wanted out of all this. "Did you.want me to look for it or 


something?" 
If you want." 


So Ben deliberated for a few seconds, then reached over and ran a finger down the crook of Elliot's chest. 


There was a lot of space where the bruise could be. He felt strange--why did Elliot think that that was some 
crazy story? Why was he so eager to show off a bruise that, if sober, he'd try his best to hide? And why 
was he having Ben do this? Wasn't it a bit intimate? Wouldn't he know exactly where it was, if it hurt a lot (as 
he imagined getting hit in the chest with a bowling ball might be)? 

Eventually, all of Ben's questions settled down as he got into the rhythm of it. The motion was meditative, in a 
way--it was absorbing to go through the thicket of hair, to press every once in a while for a possible 
reaction, and then move to another spot. For his part, Elliot had relaxed, breathing steadily. He'd stretched his 
body over the couch, and didn't even protest when Ben undid the last of the buttons to see whether it was 
down further. 

"IFs okay," Elliot finally said, a few minutes after he'd made that move. "It's fine, you don't have to look" 
"No--no--l'm sure | can find it," Ben was saying, smoothing his fingers into an open palm shape and moving 
them along the entirety of his chest. More surface coverage that way. And, well, it seemed like nothing to run 
his fingers down a little, grazing Elliot's abdomen and then his soft brown leather belt, until Elliot told him-- 
‘lum don't actually have any bruises down there, if that's what you were checking for..." 

Ben stopped. He pulled away and stared, blank, wondering if he should go ahead and leave. 

"But its fine, its fine, if you wanna keep going, l--oh." 

"What?" 

"You were--were you gonna--" 

"What?" 

"Never mind. Sorry." Elliot hoisted himself up and batted his eyes at Ben, swaying. "I'm drunk, can you tell?" 
"You've had half a bottle of beer." 

"More than half." 


Ben sat up. "How many more?" 


"a lot more than half" He exhaled. "Enough that | thought you were gonna--you know. But it's fine! | can do it 


on my own, when you leave." 


That thing about on my own, when you leave--all of a sudden, it made sense, what Elliot was hoping he would 
do. "| can do it, if you want, | mean, | can try. If you, just hang on a sec." He grabbed the beer bottle from the 
corner of the couch and drank the rest, hoping that it would dissolve some of his anxiety. 


As he dragged off Elliot's jeans, what struck him most was that he was wearing briefs. Ben would've figured 
him for a boxers kinda guy. But hey, it meant he didn't have to work as hard. He slipped his finger into the 
waistband and brought that down a little as well, then laid a hand on his dick. 


"Uh," Ben said, not knowing where to begin. "How do you--" 
"Oh come on, don't tell me you don't jerk off every once in a while." 
"No, just--how do you like to do it?" 


"Like this." Elliot put his left hand over Ben's--lefty here too, Ben noted with amusement--and moved the two 
hands down slowly. Agonizingly slowly. Then he repeated the motion a few more times and opened up his hand, 


as if To say, that's how it's done. 
"| like to savour it," he added. 


Elliot settled himself back into the couch then, waiting. Ben steeled himself, slid his hand under his dick, and 
started to stroke. He went deliberately at first, just like Elliot had shown him, working his thumb softly over 
the head. From the corner of his eye he could see Elliot shifting and nodding, and--well, it added to his 


confidence. 
"Is that OK?" he asked, to confirm. 
"Oh my god, Ben" 


Fine. Perfect. Ben went even slower this time, letting his hand slide down the base languidly--Elliot squirmed and 
made a quiet "oh" sound. He had to admit, it was kind of hot seeing Elliot get all worked up like this. He added 
another hand and began to go back and forth, finding a rhythm, and within seconds Elliot was coming, and-- 
fuck, there was that smile again. 


"You. How." For the first time in ages, Elliot was inarticulate, his words reduced to vague splutters. Ben took 
the opportunity to go fetch a Kleenex, and wiped off his hands. Elliot was still stuttering by the time he 


returned to the couch and sat down. 


"You were horny," said Ben simply, and in saying that word he realized just how horny he was. IT was a glowing 


feeling, reaching to the furthest extremities of his body, free of doubt or complicating factors. 
"No--no--l'm serious, probably shouldn't be telling you this but that's faster than I've ever come in my life." 


"Thanks," he said, looking to his side--he couldn't bear to look at Elliot right now, for whatever reason. "So do 
you want me to go now, or--l should probably go. Its not a good idea to stay here." 


"lm gonna have to go around tellin’ people that the best handjob | ever got was from--" 

"Okay, okay, | get it." 

Elliot jerked up suddenly. "Wait. You wanna leave?" 

"Yeah, | need to go to bed." 

‘Oh come on, stay with me. | gotta repay you somehow." 

He felt Elliot's hand on his thigh, lazy and lingering. Just the contact was enough to make him twitch. He looked 
up and saw a question in his eyes--yes? no?--and, well, if Elliot was gonna pay him back that way, he wasn't 
about to argue. 

"How do you figure," he said, wanting to see what Elliot would do. 

"| want to--I think," and here he dropped his voice to a low monotone, "you get hot after shows too, right?" 
"Yeah." 

‘Okay, want me to do you?" 

It took Ben a while before he could nod a "yes." Elliot slid even closer to him and picked at his belt, his fingers 
clumsy with all the alcohol. Eventually Ben pushed his hand away as if to say "its okay, | can get it," and 
worked it loose himself. He was starting to feel awkward, what with Elliots body right there near his. His hair 
smelled good, though, a bit like soap. That might've been his body, actually. 

Elliot was a lot less hesitant than Ben had been about the whole thing. He seemed to have no inhibitions at all, 
unzipping Ben's fly, pulling down his boxers and slipping his hand over his prick with the same slow rhythm that 
he'd shown Ben the first time. 

It felt good, he had to admit. That easy confidence of his translated well into his touch--his fingers moved up 
and down with a gentle flow, relaxing Ben. And god, weirdly enough, it reminded him of how Elliot touched his 
guitar--smoothly sensual moves that came out of his sense of fun and experimentation His face looked 
intense, entranced, lips slightly pursed as he worked. Curve up, curve down. A pause. A light tease of his balls. 
Then back to the steady up-and-down, 

"| don't know how you like it, so, I'm kinda tryin’ everything here, if that's okay," Elliot said. 


"IFs good, it's good, just--faster," Ben managed to gasp, because yes, his touch was perfect except for the 
speed. 


"Faster? You sure?" 


Elliot's hands slowed to just the vaguest motions over his prick, and Ben sighed. "Elliot, you're killing the mood 


here." 

"All right, all right” He doubled down then, his fingers moving quick and nimble like he was playing one of those 
solos of his. Ben certainly felt like an instrument, anyway, like Elliot could do whatever he wanted with him and 
he'd react somehow. He took in a breath and gazed at the light beaming down on them, not caring that it 
burned a hole in his retinas. Sure, maybe once or twice onstage he'd looked over at Elliot, and seen the way 
he'd strum all over the guitar and shake his hair, and he'd noticed it. But having those hands on him--that was 
just too much. It couldn't be real. 

As he came, the light engulfed his whole line of sight, a fluorescent flood that slowly cleared as he lay there 
helpless. Elliot was still very much near, brushing up against him as he reached for the Kleenex on the floor, 
then grinning. 


"We really oughta get a handkerchief for this sorta thing," he said, rolling it between his hands. 


"This sorta thing," Ben repeated to himself. This sorta thing. Like this would be a sorta thing that could 
happen. Regularly. 


"Or maybe a sock. What do you think?" 

Ben said nothing. 

"Ben," Elliot said, shaking his shoulder. 

"Yes, yes. | agree." 

Elliot was quiet for a moment, letting things be. Then he smiled again and asked, "So, how'd | do?" 


Well. As a matter of fact, he'd been pretty good at it. Ben hadn't come like that in a while, the sort of violent 


shuddering orgasm that left him feeling awed. He figured it was the newness of the experience. "Good" 
"Just good? Cimon. Specifics" 

Ben went red, turning away from Elliot. “Its the rhythm. Fingers. Probably ‘cause, y'know, guitarists and all’ 
"That's why | wasn't good?" 

"No, no, that's why you were good. No. | said you were good" 


"Oh, okay." Elliot put his hands out and inspected his fingers. "Yeah. Okay. But you're a guitarist, too." 


"And?" 
"And..| don't know where | was going with this. I'm drunk." 
"You mean that, since l'm a guitarist too, or technically a bassist now, | should've been--" 


"Exactly, exactly. See--" he poked a finger at Ben's chest, "--this is why | like you, Ben, because you get me. 
Because you're a good friend. Because you give me handjobs when I'm drunk and horny." 


"Technically it was just the one,” Ben said. 


"Technically, technically. You and your technicallys. And, you let me use your chest as a pillow when | wanna fall 


asleep." 


"What--" 


Elliot nodded forward and crashed on his chest. Ben looked at him for a second, then got up and watched as he 
fell down on the couch cushions. He straightened Elliot out so that he'd be more comfortable, orienting his 


body to the fetal position, and headed out the door. 


